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SHIPWRECKED.
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Before the wineshop which o'erlooks the
hench

Hits Jean lloollo, rough of mtim ami speech:
Our coast-guar- d now, whose arm was shot

BWBy
In the grenf fight In Nsvarlno
I'titling his pipe, he slowly nltin his grog,
Anil spins to many an old sea-do-g

Hitting around him.
Yes, Isds hear him say

Tlo slst yewrs sgn this very day
Hlnce I nrst Wfnt to sea; on board, yon know,
Of " t.a llclle Honorlne" lout long ago
An old d tub, rotten nlmiNit,
Jest lit to Ixini, bound for the (Julnea coast.
We set all sail. Tbe broose wa fair and stiff.

My boyhood had beta poised 'ntati) yonder
cim.

Where an oM man mv uncle, so ha sntd
Kent mo at Drawninir for mv dally bread.
At night he came home druuk. Huuta kicks

and blows!
Ah mul whui children suffer no man knowal

But onoe at Ben 'twas ten times worse, I found.
1 lenrued to take, to bear and nmko no sound.
First plnoe. our ship was In the negro tnido,
And once ott land, no vain attempts were

made
At secrecy. Our captain after that
lltonnil us an ciriri wits liberal of the OHt.

1 he rope's-en- culls, kicks, blows, all fell on
me;

I was ship's boy 'twas natural, you see

And as T went alKiut the deeks my arm
Was always niised to lend my face from harm.
No man hud pity. Blows and stripes always,
For sellers knew no better In those days
Than to thrash boys, till tlioee who uved at

last
As able seamen shipped before the mast,
I censed to cry. Tears brought me do relief.
I think I might have perished of mute frrlef,
Had not flod sent a friend a friend to me.
Sailors believe In Clod one must at sea.
On board that ship a (Sod of mercy then
find tiliiocd m ilnir it minor I hoee cruel men.
Like me, be thuuiicd their brutal kicks and

blows.
We soon if row friends, fast friends, true

friends, God knows.
He wns Newfoundland. Black, they called

him there.
His eos were golden brown, and black his

nair.
He was my shadow from that blessed night
When we made friends; and by the star's half,

light, .

When Mil the forecastle was fast asleep.
And our men " caulked their watch, I used

With Black among some boxes stowed on
deck.

And with my arms clasped tightly round his
neck,

T used to crv and erv. nnd Dress my head
Clone to the heart grieved by the tears I shed.
Niu-h- t after nhrht I mourned our Dlteuus ease.
While Black's large tongue licked my poor

d (ace.

Poor Black I I think of hint so often still

At ftrit we had fair winds our sails to All.
But one hot night, when all waa calm and

mute.
Our skipper a good sailor, though a brute,
Onve a lomr look over the vessel's side.
Thon to the Hteersman whlsnered. half aside.

See thatnx-nv- e out vender? It looks oueer."
The man replied, 41 The storm will soon be

here."
"Hullol Allhandson deck! We'llbonrepared.
Stow royals? Beef the courses! Pass the

wordl"
Valnl The squall broke ere we oould shorten

sail;
We lowered the tnnsnlla. but the rairlnir gale
rpun our old ship about. The captain roared
His orders lost In the great noise on board.
The devil was in that squall. But all men could
To save their shin we old. Do what we would.
The gale grew wrso aud worse, tihe sprang a

Ktak;
Her hold tilled fast. We found we had to seek

. Nome wav to save our lives. " Lower a boat
The enntnin shouted. Before one Would HOtt
Our ship broached to. The strain had broke

her back.
Like whole broadside boomed the awful

crack.
8he settled fast.

Landsmen oan have no notion
Of how it feels to sink benoat h the ocean.
Ah the hlue billows closed above our deck. "
Aud with Blow motion swaliowod down the

Wreck.
1 saw my past life, by some Hash, outspread,
Paw the old oort. Its shins, its old .

My own bare feet, the rocks, the sandy shore
nuea my mouin i saw uo more.

T did not strtitrirlnmuch T could not swim.
1 sank down deep, It seemed drowned but for

him
For Black, I mean who seized my Jacket tight.
And dragged meout or darkness back to light.
The ship was gone the captain's gig afloat:
Bv one bravo tug he brought me near the boat.
1 seized the gunwale, sprang on board, and

drew
My friend In after me. Of all our orew.
The dog and 1 alone survived the galo;

a Atloat with neither rudder, oars, nor sail!

Boy though I was, my heart was brave and
stout.

Vet when the storm hnd blown its furv nut.
1 saw with who can tell what wild emotion!
ThHt If we met no vessel In
There was no help for us all hope was gone;
We were atloat bov. dog atloat alone!
We haa been saved from drowning but to die
Of thirst and hunger my poor illack ana l.
No biscuit in the locker lay;
No keg of water had been stowed away.
Like those on the "Medusa's" raft.

thought
Bah that's enough. A story is best short.

For five long nights, and longer dreadful days,
We floated onward in atropio baze.
Fierce hunger gnawed us with its oruel fangs,
And mental anguish with its keener pnnus.
Each morn 1 hoped ; each night, when hope was

My poor dog licked me with his tender tongue.

TTnder the blazing sun and star-l- it night
I watched In vain. No sal) appeared In sight.
Hound us the blue spread wider, bluer, higher.
The tlfth day my parched throat was all on tire.
When something suddenly my notice caught
Black, crouching, sniveling, uuaorneam

thwart.
He looked his dreadful look no tongue

tell
And his kind eyes glared like ooals of belli

'Here, Black! old fellow! here!" I cried
vain.

He looked me in the faoe and crouched again.
I rose; be snnrled,drew back. How plteously
Mis eyes entreatea neip i ne snappca at mei

"What can tbismeanf" I oiled, yet shook
fear.

With that (reat shudder felt wben Death
near.

Black seised the gunwale with his teeth,
saw

Thick slimy foam drip from hll awful Jaw;
Then I knew all Five days of troplo heat.
Without one droD of drink, one scrap of meat.
Had made him rabid. He whose? courage
Preserved my life, my messmate, friend,

maai
Vou understand? Can you see him and me.
The open boat tossed on a brassy sea,
a child and a wild beast on board alone.
While overhead streams down the troplo
Aud the boy crouching, trembling for his

1 searched my pockets and I drew my knife
For everv one Instinctively, you Know,
Defends his life. 'Twas time that did to,
For at that moment, with a furious tsiund.
The dor Hew at me. I BDranff half around.
lie missed me In blind haste. With all

might
seized his neck, and grasped, and held

tignt,
T felt him writhe and trr to bite, as he
Ntrumrled beneath the pressure of my knee.
His red eyes rolled; sighs heaved his shining

coat.
I plunged my knife three timet In his

mroau

And so I killed my friend. I had but one!

What matters how. after that deed was done.
They picked me up half dead, drenched in

gore.
And took me back to Franoe?

Need I say more?
I hsve killed men ay, many in my day,
Without remorse for sailors must obey,
One of a sousd. once in Barhudoes. I
Shot my own comrade when oondemned to
1 never dream oi mm, lor mai was leur.
I'nrier old Mmron. too. at Trafalgar.
I hacked the bands of Knglish boarders.
My ax lopped off. I dream not of those
At Plvmniiih. in a Drlson-bul- 1 slew
Two English Jailers, nabbed them through

and ibrougn
TrlMdinfminiltheinl Bllt V6t even HOW

The death of Black, although to long ago.
Upsets me. I'll not sleep

brings....
Here, boy t Another glass! We'U talk of

B. H'!"ii(nir, n Harper's ifaomftw
apru.

The Pennsylvania Railroad
panv haa commenced a war on
back men who throne its depots
ferry-boa- ts at New Y'ork and pesttr
coming passengers.

THE DEACON'S VOW.

The award of a terrible silspenso was
quivering over the lioliseliolil i( Dilation
( auiiiroii nnd hi wile, In the mull.

d clmmbnr over llio
their only dniii'hter. Aeries,

Inv between life, nnd flnntli, 1 he Uoo
Utn iftive them little reason to hope that
the louble lliark which was fln kerinu;,
nnd nearly ready to expire, could lie

gain rekiiullcil. ! onlays and weeks
U that love and skill and tender nurs- -

inff could do had been done, to win
back health to the fever-stricke- n prirl ;

but no far It seemed in vain. Her mother
and brothers were tirulea in their watch
ing-- and devotion, and an arrest, In the
last few days, had been laid on every-
thing except the most necessary work.
while they waited, in mat solemn nusn
which is less of hope than of despair,
for what the next hour ml'lit brine; to
pass. House, field", business, life were
all overhung and clouded by the mys-
tery which always hovers about the
bedsides of the departing, even when
the prospect is bright with trust in Him
who snys: "I am He who liveth and
was dead, and bulioldt I am alive for--

evermore."
Aimcs was the Deacon s darling.

Stern and arrim to others, he had ill'
variably been gentle and indulgent to
her. In her buliv hood it had been his
delight to have her nejtlu against her
father's broad breast and piny with his
lontr beard or Inn in his arms,
As a child, her seat at the taDie nna
been next to his and her place in the
pew by hit side. As she grew into fair
womanhood, she had become his com
panion and friend and almost his second
self. Now that his eyes were beginning
to fail and his ears to grow deal lo
firmitios of advancing age which he re
sented. vot was compelled to acknowl
edge it was Agnes who read to him,
and talked to him, in her clear voice.
never loud, but distinct and pure in its
utterance, so that every syllable was
like a silver coin for finish. The Dea
con loved his daughter as he loved no
one else in the world. Even her mother
knew that her own was the second place
in her husband's heart. Yet she was
contented; for hers was a sweet and
easilv-resiene- d nature, and she, too,
idolized her Acnes.

Did he love her bestr He supposed
and still there was a doubt of it in

the. minds of his friends. Deacon
Cameron had another idol, and that
his mono v. He huirircd it closely and
worshiped it slavishly. It cost him
bitter pain to part with it, unless it
were in some way which he knew would
return it in kind and increased. Hon-
est, itist. defrauding none, he was
scrimping and niggardly in expendi
ture lor his tamiiyi nor oouiu ne Dring
himself to part with an acre of ground,
nor the price of a portion of his crops
to aid the poor, to assist the church, or
to further mission work. His children
had been stinted in their education, de- -

of opportunities and privilegesfirived they longed, and forced to
live narrow, contracted lives under the
old roof, where raged many a storm of
naasion that only God and mother
knew anything about.

It was a winter morning, but soft and
mild as snrine. with blue skies, un
dimmed by a cloud, and gentle sonth
winds stirrimr the leafless branches.
The physician had told the fatlysr that
tnera was nine prooauinty mni, Agues
could recover, and that the issue would
ere long be decided. With pale face
and hagfrard eyes, ne ten me nouse,
and wandered on past his ample barns.
through the great apple orchard and
tne vineyaru, ami over me wme moau-ow- s,

that were his pride. The man's
soul was desolate. He fell as though
a hurricane had gone over' him, sweep-im- r

hinr bafe of what the good years
bad giver, xne cry or nis nean was:

LiOrd, take the rest! lage an, out
leave me mv Aenes! For the first
time in his experience his wealth was a
matter of utter indifference to him.
He walked on, looking strangely older
than ever before, and tne ooweu neau,
shrunken stature and tottering feot were
curiously unlike the arro-

gant man, whose very gait was usually
the unconscious expression of a will that
would have its way, encounter what
opposition it might.

There was a great spreading oak
which stood on the cdse of his land,
shadowing equally hii farm and that of
his ncaroat neighbor; Harmon Murray.
The MurrayB were the opposite of the
Camerons. ; Gay, light-hearte-

inff money lavishly, sending the boys
olf to college and the girls to city
schools, buying books, musio and pict-
ures, tilling the house with guesU at
midsummer and in the holidays, Deacon
Cameron oould not help having private
doubts as to the Christianity oi the
Murrays. Though Harmon Murray was
a liberal subscriber to every good cause

can and a regular attendant on tne services
of the church, he was. in the Deacon's
prejudiced eyes, a .heathon man nd

In publican. It had been an aggravation
of his grief that the gloom in his homo
was snared in nis neignoor s. x.apooiaiij
had he chafed and struggled against;
the knowledge that one member of the

I . . In K,a nurn...... n,i1.........isiiuiv wi aawwfuuioHu
is for Agnes with a love deeper than that

. iPjj ti - ,!,..,.,OI aiuureu. iuo i.i i,. ..u, .uwuu
strong man, was selfish. He would
have looked with avorsion on any man
who miirht have desired to win

had affection of his child; for he meant
was keen her as his own particular treasure,

if be could. But that Edgar Murray
should asnire to her hand, and that.
even timidly and afar off, Agnes should

sunf venture to regard him as nor future
life? lord, had awakened in him a resistance

as violent as it was stubborn. 1 111 now
he had been fiercely angry when three
or four times a day tho young man
presented himself to inquire lor Agnes

my or to bring her fruit and flowers.
had been indignant at his wife, because

him she had accepted Mrs. Murray's help
caring for the lick one; nor could
forgive her for ignoring his displeasure
and tending to the murrays lor aid

poor this emergency.
But now he was in extremity,

stacirered to a seat beneath the
the very seat where Edgar and Agnes

hit had been accustomed to rest after their
occasional sauntering together by
creek or along the emoowerea lanes,
and his gray head went down upon
hands, uis whole heart was concen
trated in a vehement, wordless prayer,

die. which was fain to beat against the
throne. No feeling of God's

Ten paternity entered his mind at that
men. moment. No remembrance

Christ as the great High Priest
pleads for the children of men with
brother's comprehension of their wants.
No thought of the Holy Spirit,
His influences, came to him,
shaken, tempest-tosse- and almost

other heartbroken, he cried to God, the Strong
or One. who could hear him, if he would.

The Aod of the Deacon's Imagination
was a despot, but a despot who could

Cone cracious. He Draved as a Saxon might
the have prayed to Thor, as a Homan
and Jupiter, or a Hindu to Vishnu, that

in child might be spared. Sinking to
knees, in the agony of his still unvoiced

supplication, the cry of his soul broke
forin into speech: '

"Lonll give me btk my Agnes, my
darling, the one precious thing of my
lilel I,et her not (lie. 1 beseech jneei
Ixird! listen. Thou hast ten thousand
timet ten thousand In Thy Heaven.
Why dost Thou want my little ewe
lnmbf Oh, let her livel Let her live,
and I will give Thee whatsoever Thou
shslt require. My money. If Thou ask- -

est It, to the uttermost larlhlng. My
illif It be counter to Jtilne, 1 will

surrender it wholly. Yea, Lord, let
Aenes live, though she sit at the fire
side of another and break bread in the
house that I hate. Take not the sun
shine out of the world, Lord, though It
shine not on me. Hear my prayer, for
Thy dear (son's sake."

"Amen!" said a low voice, and, look
ing up, the Deacon saw that his prayer
had hail another than a divine listener.
Kdgar Murray, walking homeward on
the other tide of the boundary-line- , had
heard the flow of the Deacon's peti-
tion; and as he stood there, bare- -
heauetl, the Amen had welled up from
his heart almost before he was aware
of it.

Can a man eo nowhere to be
aloncP" exclaimed tho Deacon. "Must
he be followed and spied upon under
his own trees and on his own groundP"

The instinctive animosity was dom
inant in a moment, though the prayer
, -- j , I.Y.. i:- -liau scarcely muu ujiuu nn ujm.

1 beg your pardon, air, said fcdgar.
humbly. ' I did not mean to intrude;
but I have just come from the house
and liugh tells me there Is a shade, at
least, of hope. Agnes has fallen asleep.
She may be better when sho awakes.''

the shndeoi hope was not an halluci
nation. Very slowly, very tremulously,
almost imperceptibly, tho young girl
passed into the several stages of conva
lescence. So gradual was her improve-
ment that it was measured by weeks.
Irom dav today no change was appar
ent, but from week to week a slight
progress was visible, and, after awhile.
pale but beautiful, she resumed her
place in the household and took up one
by one her old tasks. Like a lily, like

wild rose, like a bit oi mignonette, she
brightened and sweetened the place
where sho dwelt. Hers the mission
which no woman need despise, to make

happy, to charm away theirfieople and to diffuse , pleasantness
wherever she appeared.

Unly with her lather sue nad lost nor
old magic His smiles grew infrequent
and his temper more capricious and un-

certain than ever.
" I don't know what to think of Dea

con Cameron," said the pastor, Mr.
Denbigh, who for thirty years had la-

bored in the Hillside Church. He was
talking confidentially with his wife.
"He is becoming more cranky and
crotchety every day. 1 did hope that
the illness oi his cnuu would nave
wroutrht a chancre: but, if so, it is a
change for the worse. I am informed
that he forbids young Murray to enter
his door; and when I this morning
asked him to increase his subscription
to our Domestic Board, he treated me
as though I were begging for myself.
Adversity hardens a man when it does
not retinehim."

" It may be," said the pastor's gentle
wife, " that God is striving with the
Deacon. There is gocd in him, I am
sure. I think he is not at peace with
God, or with himself, just now. He
knows he is in the wrong about Agnes,
and he is therefore not comfortable.
Perhaps, dear, we have not prayed for
him as we ought.

The nlain fact was that the Deacon
was exceedingly uncomfortable in his
mind, i He had offered (genuine prayer
anuV pledged an honest Tow, fully mean-
ing to keep his word, while in his heart
haiLbeen a vague idea of propitiation
as he knelt beneath the oak. When
Agnes had first begun to grow stronger,
his resolution haxr Dean nrm to iuinu
his word ; but as she had crept onward
to health it had loosened its hold npon
him. Could a miracle have been per-
formed, and .the', maldea have arisen
from her couch at one triumphant
bound from death to life, he would
have been awed and overwhelmed and
in haste to make good his word to the
Almighty. The comparative slowness
of her restoration had given time to his
nature to assert itself, and he was real-
ly more cross-graine- d and
churlish thau he had been before. Even
to Ajrnea he was sometimes harsh; the
more so that, under her soft exterior
and winsome ways, the slender girl had
an unucriying suusou oi giauivu, iiui
unlike his own character, and far
tougher and firmer than the fabrio
wnicu iter geuuv. aiuiuoi was uioud.

Agnes loved her father, but she loved
"her friend, too. If Edgar were
hibited from visiting bar at her own
hearth, she was not ashamed to meet
him openly under the sky; to walk with
him to the choir rehearsals; and to go

a riding with bis sister, while he held the
reins and his swift horses, the admira
tion of tho county, trotted smoothly up
bill and down dale and over the hard,
beautiful, floor-lik- e roads which swept
around mountain-side- skirted limpid
streams, and intersected the thriving

.
villages which .dotted that portion. the State. Had anv other member- I " ; j -;
his family thus dared his displeasure,
the Deacon would have met them with
prohibition and threatening; but it was

to too late to begin this course with Agnes,
who he did not wish to drive into en-

tire estrangement. So the year wore
on, darkling and sorrowful' in the
Cameron household! though outwardly
all things prospered and whatever
Deacon touched turned to gold.

His main trouble was with his Bible.
Turn where he would, the verses

had miliar from bis childhood mocked him,
The word vow seemed to stare at hint

He from every page. It Was- David who
said: "Shall I offer to the Lord

in sacrifices of that which cost me noth
he ingP" And David bad always been

favorite character. But they all paid
in their vows.

Even Jophthah, whose rash
lie sweeping pledge to the Deity had

oak, volved the ottering of his only daughter
in a dark and mysterious doom,
not shrunk from the terrible exaction.

the Saul, in a moment of baste, had con
demned a possible offeader- - to death;

his and lol it proved to be Jonathan
must meet the bolt of fate, and only
majestic protest of the unitad nation
had availed to save him. The Bible
was an armory which bristled with
weapons turned constantly against

of Deacon's conscience. And while be
who at the head of his table, silent, con-

straineda and gloomy, imposing an
and irritating repression

with wife and children, a tiery battle
as raging within him. He grew to dread

Agues, sweet, oomposed face, where
the patience which could wait indefi-

nitely, and bold its own to the last,
already stamping a Madonua-lik- e

be Often, as ne saw Edgar Murray
in church, he felt that he was unrea-
sonableto in opposing his suit. There

bis could be no valid objection to a pure,
his steady, well.sHluvatud and. honorable

young man, who loved his daughter

and whose love the rwfarnoil. The ob-

stinate antagonism of his dislike had no
foundation which could be sustained by
argu men ta.

Days worn on. Mon'hs and seasons
waned. The apple treot blossomed,
riM..ned and were thorn of their fruit.
Successive harvests were reapeti. And
then the tide of good fortune turned,
and the Deacon bad a new
experience. He lost money. Ap-

parently stable Investments collapsed.
11 eitictt bod went, to a a is--
tant State. A horse of which he was
proud was carelessly tied, and lamed in
consequence, A favorite Alderney
sickened and died. The barn took fire
and was consumed. None of the losses,
so far, were crushing; but the aggre-
gate bore heavily on the Deacon and
made him very sad. As be sat In his
arm-cha- ir or followed the plow, he felt
that the warfare of the Almighty had
assumed a tangible form, and that His
arrows were licing aimed for his de-

struction.
One sorrowful day there came a

greater loss. The hand of paralysis
was laid upon tho meek and

wife, nnd she lay for hours In
that dcath-ln-lif- e which is so horrible
and so inscrutable. Now was the cup
of calamity full and running over.
Never a demonstrative nor a very lov
ing husband, the Deacon had felt a
true respect and a complacent proprie-
tary all'ection for the woman who had
given him herself in the radiant bloom
of her girlhood, when she had chosen
him from many suitors. Always had
she been a faithful wife, diligent, fru-
gal and obedient to his wishes. When
she passed softly awav, amid the sobs
of her children, he shed no tear; but
(bill's lightning had, nevertheless,
smitten his soul. When she lay,
queenly, in silent state, in the house
where she had been rather chief
Bervant than mistress, he sat for hours
iu the room, living over the long
years, and suffering poignant remorse,
which none knowing the man would
have imagined possible. When he fol-

lowed the hearse to the family lot
where the Camerons had been buried
for generations, he was bowed under
an anguish as deep as it was unspeaka-
ble. Agnes slid her hand Luto his; but
he scarcely felt the pressure, though he
sutfered her to lead him home like a
little child, after the earth had been
packed upon the collin.

A few days orept on interminably
long in the abode of mourning and one
night the family were gathered for
worship. The Deacon took the Bible,
and slowly turned the leaves until he
came to the sixty-sixt- h psalm. In a
voice low and full of emotion he read
these words:

" For thou, O God, hast proved us.
Thou hast tried us as silver is tried.
Thou brotiErhtest us into the net. Thou
laidest allliction upon our loins. Thou
hast caused men to ride over our heads.
We went through fire and through wa
ter; but Thou broughtest us out unto a
wealthy place. I will go into lhy
house with burnt onenngs. 1 will pay
Thee my vows, which my lips have
uttered and my mouth hath spoken
when I was in trouble."

The Deacon paused. "Children,
he said, " I have had a contro
versy with the Lord. I have
made vows; but I have not paid
them. The Lord is too much for
Alexander Cameron. 1 shall resist Him
no longer. I have been vain, conceited
and stubborn; fond of my own way aud
careful for my own interest. But now
1 shall begin again, if I may, and seek.
if haply He let me nnd ilnu, my wile s
God. Your mother was nearer Him
than I. Hugh, ask the pastor to come
hither I want to help him
in his work with my substance. Agnes,
daughter, Edgar Murray may come as
you list, and I will give him my child
and my blessing. L,et us pray.

As his way was, the Deacon, having
begun, paid his vows to the uttermost.
The evening of his life was sweet with
thankfulness; and when the sturdy
babes of Edgar and Agnes clambered
on his knees and held fast to his hand.
they thought in the wide world there
was noDody so Kinil and gooa as grand-
father. Mnrqarct E. Songster, in N. Y.
Independent.

The Great Fire in Tokio—Thrilling

Scene in the Streets.

So rapidly did the flames travel that
it was with difficulty the streets were
cleared of people before the houses
Ulteu, auu 111 hu iiinujr piuv.oB no
fire raging that they knew not which
wav to run. Anxious to save futons
and wearing apparel, the poor creatures
sailed forth from their homes with bun-
dles on their shoulders to fly they knew
not whither. The streets became
blocked with the surging mas
Women and children were trampled
under foot, and many who feu in the
crowd never rose again; little children
were looking for their parents, while
tho air was rent with cries of rage, an
guish and despair. Still they clung
tenaciously to the lew worldly posses
sions they had succeeded in bringing
from their burning nomes, tnereoy al

i most completely blocking up the nar
of row streets through which the masses
of were slowly threading their way.

length the police interfered and oaused
nil 111 tiers 10 inrow tneir uuuuicb uiui
rivers, or anywhere else out of the way,
so as to facilitate the escape of the peo-
ple from the frightful death which
threatened them and which was gaining
on them fast, atxty-eig- streets, con
taininc 11.464 houses, were burned, ren
dering over 4,uuu people nomeiess.
is estimated that thirty people were
tramnled to death in the streets, and

fa 11)0 wounded were cunveved to the
rjital. Lone before the fire reached
the foreign settlement the residents
anxious and began to pack up.
this anuears to havo been almost
needless task, for when the fire di

his reach them there was no one to
found to convey their gods and chat-

tels away; this was particularly the case
and when the residence of the missionary

in ladies at No. 11 ignited. Everything
had been got ready for flight, but

nau to be left in the house, as no coolies
were to be found willing to undertak
the task of removing even tne boxes
clothing. The American Legation

who in imminent danger for some time,
the Mr. Clataud's hotel ignited seven differ-

ent times, but each time the flames
were successfully suppressed.
residence of Bishop Williams, of

the American Episcopal Mission,
eat burned. It was the property of

Bishop and was uninsured; personal
effects saved. The Methodist Episcopal

on Church, partially insured, was con-
sumed;was also the residence of the
Julius Soper, of Georgetown, D.
partially insured all personal effects
lost, uninsured. Residence and

was of Miss Whiting, Miss Holbrook,
of Washington, D. C, and
Spencer, belonging to the same mission
as Mr. Soper; also total personal effects
of the three ladies, uninsured ; residence
and personal effects of Miss Youngman;
personal effects of the Kev. Charles
Bishop, a recent arrival in Japan,

Ing with the Rev. Julius Soper; resi-
dence and personal efloctt of Mr. E. II.
House, building only partially insured;
residence of Mr. Jtogel. Much sym-
pathy It felt in Tokio and Yokohama
for Mr. Soper and the ladies connected
with the tame mission, at they have
lost everything. A fund for their bene-
fit hat been started. The foreign resi-
dents of Tokio bare also started a fund
in aid of the distressed Japanese.
Jujxm OauMr.

A Shot for Luck.

Home time last spring the owners of
the Emerson took up an extension of
that lime, naming it the Concord. When
only five feet down they sold out one-thi-

interest to S. H. Sntherland and
the other two-thir- to G. F. Geer, of
liotilder, and a brother of his who lives
in Ogdensbnrg, N. Y. Mr. Sutherland
was a poor man, but a practical miner.
His labor was put npagainst tbat of two
men Iiirmshed ny tne Messrs. t,eer.
who are capiuUtsts, and the work of de
velopment went on. r or the first ten
or fifteen feet good pay was taken out
in the form of rusty and free gold
Then the "streak" was either lost or
played out. Confident that he was on a
true extension of the Emerson crevice
Mr. Sutherland continued his work all
summer and fall without faltering.
though the toilsome davs yielded noth
ing but barren rock. Week after week
and month after month wore away, each
more weary than the last, and still no
returns. He was getting in debt and
had to borrow monev to Dav taxes on
his little house. Still the plucky miner
picked away at the obdurately wort hless
granite, breaking and blasting a road
111 uiu uirccuou wnere ud Acib sure iiie
treasure lay. Christmas and New
Year's came, and he hadn't money
enough to buy the wife a new dress or
the baby a new rattle, liis friends ad
vised him to give it up. "Knowing
ones" declared it was only a " blow
out." and he had exhausted the pay the
lirst fifteen leet wonld never get
another cent, etc., etc. All through
January he worked on with unabated
energy, but with a heart growing heav-
ier as each day made it seem more
likely that he would at last be forced to
abandon his undertaking and yield his
hopes of fortune. February came. A
mortgage was coming due on tho little
home. Creditors grew impatient. The
wife, grown nervous and despondent on
" hope deferred " which " maketh the
heart sick," spent days in weeping, and
every night pleaded with her husband
to quit and go to work where he eould
earn something. At last he began him-
self to be discouraged and made up his
mind to give up the Concord, but
would work the week out. On Tues-
day he stood in the bottom of the shaft,
looking disconsolately at the pile of
worthless "gang rock" and rubbish
that must be hoisted to the surface be-

fore ho could go down any further. He
picked up a drill, drew a sigh, and said
to himself: " While the boys are clean-
ing out I'll put in a shot here, just for
luck." By the time the boys had the
bottom cleared the shot was in, and
when it went off he put the rock in the
bucket and told those above to dump
that on one side till lie should come up.
This was on Tuesday, but he never
thought to look after the product of his

shot lor luck'' untu inursday. care
lessly, examining it then his Dracticed... . . .

ye discovered a small piece which Dore
le undisputable marks that made his

heart leap with new hope. He hurried
down the shaft, got things in shape and
by Saturday put in a blast where he
now felt sure the long-lo- st streak my
hid. When thut shot went off he
gathered up a sack full of glittering

pecimens that, to look at, would make
ild Midas himself smile aaain. We

saw a few pieces at Mr. Gecr's rooms
and could not rest until we bad looked
at the whole bag full. So, in company
with a friend to introduce us, we called
on Mrs. Sntherland and were kindly
permitted to overhaul the lot about
half a bushsl of pieces ranging in
weight from an ounce or two up to
seventeen pounds, and not a piece that
docs not show free gold or the still
richer vein of tclluriiie of gold. Ex
perts estimate the value of the Back at
not less than i,uuu! And now Air.
Sutherland is sure that he can work
right back toward the surface as well
as downward and laterally alone the
lode and nnd the rich streak all the
way. Boulder (Vol.) Hews and Courier.

A Queer Frenchman.
The death of the Comte Alfred de

Chateauvillars has deprived France of
one of her most extraordinary social
types. The late Count lived for the
last few years of his life as a recluse.
and, although a member of the two
roost select clubs in Paris 1' Union and
the Jockey distinctly laid down in his
will that his funeral should be merely
third-clas- s one, and that bis remains
should be accompanied to their last
resting-plac- e by only three of his most
devoted friends and fifty persons
chosen out of the mass of the many pau
pers whose needs he had so generously
met. It was distinctly forbidden to is-

sue any other invitations to attend his
funeral, and the result was that the cof

At fin was followed by real mourners.
The following is another odd fact not

generally known about Chateauvillars,
whose whims and caprices have long
been a general topic of conversation
Paris. After having lived separately
from his wife for many years, he one
day took it into his head that be would
like to see how Dido was prospering;

11 stealing down secretly into the country
to the chateau in which she was resid-
ing, he came upon her unawares, and
found her so charming and captivating
that he eloped with her! I am sorry

felt have to chronicle that this odd
did not last long, and that

before many months had elapsed
aeain returned to rural solitudes.

be M. de Chateauvillars' splendid and
n hotel, No. 60 Rue St.

Lazare, he shortly afterward rented
the famous Duo d'Ossuna, whose boast
it was that he eould travel from Paris

had to Madrid in his own carriage, and only
ston to sleep in one of his own cluv
teaux! As the Spanish grandee had

01 about eight bouses in France and six
was castles in Spain, he could afford
and break his journey .wherever he

pleased. Whitehall Review.

the A Bostonian has done something
ameliorate the existence of the youngwas
American who is the victim of the amthe bitious parent that calls him stupid,
and reminds him of certain great Amer-
icans who entered college at twelve
and thirteen and were graduated

C, seventeen and eighteen. The curricu-
lum of Yale for thu year 1810 is exhib-
ited, and from it the deduction is made
that "a hi 'h school graduate of

Miss if fitted for Harvard, is not a great way
behind the senior 01 low.

As hkn put money aside for a rainy
day, Mr. Vanderbilt, in laying up

in bonds, must be expecting
regular deluge.

For Young Readers.
THE DIFFERENCE.

Who warms his sltptT for itSna
W hen he come at night?

Who meets him with s ioymis langtl.
And tiloe eyes lieamltig bright t

Who cllintis tiwn hi ready knee,
W ith kisses sweet as kiss can tie?

Our Kitty.
Who tetti poor ol4 grandmamma,

And pulls ber work sway,
And with her spectacles

Tipo often tries to playr
Who's foil of mischief, sport, and fun,
rmm early morn till day Is done?

Our Kitty.
Whose little arms " bug mamma tlgbt"f

Whoe ll give Kisses sweet?
Who follows nurse sto,it tbe house

With little roiless feet?
Who slnrs to Iw.lly, 11 her. too.
And trli to act " folks'' no?

Our Kitty.
Who. bent on mischief, truth to tar,

l ike soy little elf,
Within the pantry hides to tsste

Th"g'KwII," on the shelf?
Who tiotheni onnk. where'er she roes,
And makes her scold, you dm?

kitty.
But lest mir Kitty chance to get

More than her share of blame
For mischief. I'll explain there It

KOrne difference in the name:
On K itly Is fair rAtld. yiai Bee;
Tbe other, Kitty's cs-- t

if'irpers lVatng PuiU.

BROWNIE'S FIRST INVITATION.

The very day that Brownie was five
years old she was invited to a party.

Brownie had three sisters older than
herself, and they hail been to a great
many parties, but this was Brownie's
first invitation: so you may well im-

agine how delighted the whole family
were.

She had a white dress to wear, a
pretty blue sash, blue stockings and
blue shoes. The mamma and the three
sisters helped dress hor. Even the
papa and the one brother lent a helping
hand.

The mamma curled her hair, the old
est sister pinned her sash on "just love
ly, the papa buttoned her shoes, the
brother perfumed her handkerchief, and
the other two sisters ran hither and
thither bringing things.

1 am airam, duct an, mat you
won't know how to behave nicely," said
the oldest sister, while clasping Brown-
ie's necklace.

Yes, I'll know how to behave.
thank you, ma'am, I guess!" replied
Brownie, stamping her foot on the car-
pet.

Anotner sister said, wmie putting
Brownie's stockings on:

Don t get down on your knees, as
you do more than a hundred times a
dav here at home; because if yondoyou
will wear boles right through these turn
stockings."

ihe brother thought that he had bet
ter erive Brownie some advice:

" Only take one piece of cake. It
isn't polite to take a piece of every kind.
Now, remember."

Then the mamma said:
"You must not find fanltwith anything

that is given you to eat. If you do not
like it do not say so."

Brownie was all dressea lust as tne
clock in the ball struck six.

Oh, dear me!" she exclaimed, " I
must go right straight away, for Mrs.
Ilarns said 1 must come at six o ciock.
I des the party goes in then."

JJrowme was not taken to tne party
in a carriage, but, instead thereof, on
the brother s back.

At nine o'clock the brother went after
her and brought her home in the same
manner.

While the mamma and the papa were
taking Brownie's wraps off, she drew a
long breath, saying:

Well, I've got home from tne party.
but it aiu't twite out, 'cause there are
two or free or ten little girls there yet."

Did you have a pleasant tune,
Brownie?" asked the papa.

'Oh, yes; the bread and butter with
meat in it was twite pleasant. Mrs.
Barns asked me 11 1 didn t want some
more sanriches, when don't yoa b'lieve
I hadn't had none sanriches at all! I
didn't see a speck of any. I tell you,"
she continued, looking at the brother,
"1 onlv took but one piece 01 cake.
Mrs. Barns said I could take as many
pieces as I wanted. I told her that I
des wished I could, but brother said it
wasn't perlite to take but one piece.

"Then, don'tyou b'lieve, she laughed
out loud. But she said she had to laugh
to see S3 many dear little children so
happy.

' Oh! there was such a lot of candies
and nuts all jumbled up together in a
a dish. I took free of my hands des
as full as full could be, 'cause they had
such lots aud lots of 'em.

" But, mamma," and Brownie's voice
sank to a whispe red-ton- 41 the
ade wasn't one bit good. It was so
awful sweet and so awful sour. I told
Mrs. Barns that I didn't like it pretty
good."

a " Brownie! didn t 1 tell you not to
find fault with "

"Whv. mamma, von only said
mustn't with what I had to eat You
didn't say nothing 'bout what I bad to
drink."

"What amusements did vou have.
Brownie?" asked tbe papa. " You had
nlavs. didn't vou?"
1 - . . . - fwn j TJI11"some lew. avy pmyeu nuuw
and keys,' but I wasn't going to play
that."

" Why not, Brownier' asked one of
the sisters. " You know we told you

in that you must do what the other chil
dren did.

"Mrs. Barns did want me to play it.
but I told her I couldn't, cause sister
said I mustn't get down on my knees
or I would wear my stockings all full
holes. Yon can't play it else you get
down on your knees to kiss somebody."

What did yon 00. Brownie, wnue tne
to children were playing Pillow and

keys?' asked the mamma.
" Oh. 1 des sat in the turner with

little lame girl that couldn't walk pretty
good.

" Why, Brownie P' suddenly exclaim-
ed the brother.

to See! she has one blue shoe on and
one black one.

All eyes were turned then to Brownie
leet.

Where is your other new blue
shoe?" asked one of the sisters.

Brownie held first one foot up, then
the other, savino-- :

to
I don'tI don't know where itso

oh! now I 'member. I gave my other
blue shoe to that little lame inn, cause
she ain't never in all her live days had

to anv blue shoe des onlv black."
" Drownie gazed nrst in tne lace

one, then another, and she saw that
something was wrong. The sisters held
their handkerchiefs over their mouths
the brother opened wide his eyes;

at papa and tbe mamma looked very
sober.

She then held uo one foot, saying
"This is a very booful black shoe."
remained silent. She continued: "
is del as good to have difi'nent ones,
ain't it, mamma?"

The mamma said that she thought
looked better to have shoes on alike,
and not one of one color and the other

a of another.
" Oh, well!" she cried, with a

les urns of lii-- fies.l, "mayM I'll
?;o next day before yesterday and fjvo

this other new blue shoe, and I dot
at liof have the black ones, Vauan the
Is such a nice poor little girl and the
don't never have no blue shoos. Can't
I give it to her, mammaf"

" Ufa, Brownie, you en," Toplled
the mamma; "but you must give her this
black one. It belongs to her. I think
I know who her mamma fa. She ka

poor, but an excellent Christian wom-
an." .

" Well, you better b'lieve I was good
to her little lame girl," tnld Brownie,
earnestly. When we all played ' But-to-n,

button,' I dot put the button In
her hand when I was it, 'cause she
didn't have one spec' led bit of trim-
ming on her dress. But I told her it
waa des as nice without erimming."

Then Brownie climbed np on the
mamma's lap, saying, slowly, "Oh,
dearl it dot makes ynu very, very tired
and sleepy to rx invited to a party. I
de I won't to go no more parties to-

night, 'caiiae cause" And In leas
than one minute afterdear little Brownie
was fast asleep. Christian Union.

A Very Small

It was a cold winter's day, and we
were all cosily seated in the library,
near the open grate-fire- . Eddie had
just been tolling us what he saw at the

which he bad visited that day
won 111s papa.

now, some children see a great deal
more than others at the same places,
for they use their eyes. They look at
things care'ully, and remcmlier what
they see. And, as Eddie had kept his
brown eyes very wide open this day, he
had a great deal to tell ns.

When he hail finished, his papa said.
"If you have a clay pipe in the house,
I will make some gas for you right
here in this grate." The children were
delighted, and rushed off in diflerent
directions to look for the pipe.

1 heir papa olten tried little experi
ment of different kinds, which taught
them a great deal. He was always
ready to anwer their questions, and had
a way of explaining everything so clear
ly, that they liked bis experiments even
better than their playthings.

l.itile tmnia was the first to come
back; but her pipe-ste- turntd out to
be only a slate-penc- at which we all
had to laugh. Ine real pipe was soon
found, though, and then papa sent Ed-
die into the yard for some clay.

" in common mud do, papar ' ne
asked. "No, I must have clav. Can you
tell the difference?"

Eddie thought be could, and in a few
minutes came in with a little tin cud of
real clay. Papa filled the bowl of the
pipe with small bits of coal. You know
coal is made np of coke and gas, and,
when it is heated, the gas rises up out
of the coal, leaving only tbe coke.

In the gas-wor- there are large tanks
to catch and hold the gas, and let it out
into large iron pipes which lie under-
ground in the streets, and from them
into smaller iron pipes which go through
our houses.

After papa had put in the coal, he
took wet clay and spread over the top
of the pipe like a cover, pressing it
down hard and tight. Then the bowl
of the pipe was put in the hottest, red-
dest part of the tire, and covered with
hot coals. The end of the stem was
left sticking out; and very soon we could
see smoke coming out at the end.

Papa held a lighted match there, and
this smoke burned as brightly as any
gas you ever saw. There was a shout
of delight; for the little ones like to see
an experiment succeed.

Then Eddie, who bad, as usual, been
using bis eyes, and thinking about what
he saw, asked, " What did you put that
wet clay over tho bowl of tne pipe for.

1 ne ciay pases in tne nre anu niaaee
a hard, tight cover, which keeps the gas
from coming out at that end and burn- -
ng up in the nre, was tne answer.

Nursery.

Ex Post Facto Laws.

If a teacher should make a rule in
February for punishing boys who threw
snowballs during recess, and wen
should punish boys who had thrown
snowballs in January, when there was no
rule against it. every one would say that
be was very unjust. No one ought to
be punished under a law maue arter-ward- s.

This applies to men's laws.
No one can be punished for anything
he has dona unless there is some law
against it made beforehand. To make
a law afterward is never allowed.

There was a remarkable case in .New
York which shows how careful the
judges are to forbid all laws made
afterwards; or ex post facto laws, as
they are generally called. Before 1860

the law was that whoever was found
guilty of murder should be hung. A
Mrs. Hartnng poisoned ber husband.
She was brought to trial; and while the

I trial was penaing a new usw waa iiuni,
that any murderer should be kept in
prison at hard labor for a year and
then hung if the Governor thought best.
The jury found Mrs. Hurtling guilty.
but the judges said that she could not
be punished. She could not be hung
under the old law, because it had been
repealed; and after a law is repealed

that is abolished, destroyed nothing
can be done under it. She eould not be
inprisoned a year and hung by a Gov-
ernor's warrant under the new law.
because that was a law passed after the
crime was committed. the lawyers
argued that any one would rather be
kept in prison a year before being hung,

of and therefore tbe punishment was
really lightened, not increased. But
tbe court said that made uo uincrein-e- ;

no one can be punished under a law
made afterwards. Now the Legislature
had no intention, in passing the law of
1860, of helping Mrs. Hartung, and as
soon as they learned the decision they
passed another law restoring the
original law which ordered hanging.
But the court said this was a law made
afterwards, just the same. ' Therefore
Mrs. Hartung was setat liberty. This was

s done, not because any one thought she
was innocent. But the authorities
were determined it should never be
said that she was punished under a law
made afterwards; ex poi facto.
Christian Union.

For the first time in sixteen years
the American Missionary Association is
free of debt. During the past year it
paid off an indebtedness of f37,389.

u Among the colored people of the South
an important work has been accom-

plished by this Association. It has at
present in the Southern States eight
chartered institutions, twelve High
Schools, and twenty-fou- r common
schools, with a total of 16S teachers and
7 907 nunila. in all of which Christian

All knowledge and character are a feature
It of the instruction. In addition there

are about 6,200 Sunday-scho- scholars
under its charge.

it
' Thk costs involved in a lawsuit about
a calf valued at ten dollars, which haa
just been decided at Leavenworth.
Kan., amounted to $W0.


